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How Silly, Young Sir 


Richard Van Holst 
Fourth Year Student 
English and French Major 


They say some pretty 
scathing things about 
me. I just cannot 
understand it. Do you 
know what they 
Call me? Mankind's 

poisoner. Do you 

know what they 
throw at me? Smooth-tongued 
flatterer. (My tongue's not even 
smooth. See when I shove it out? not 
much to be scared of, eh?) Do you 


Know how they li- 
bel me? Satan's servant (when I always 
Say grace 
before my meals). Just 


think how insulted you 
would feel if I called you garbage- 


picker to your face. (But no, 
I never would, of course.) 
Also they call me slimy 
assasSin, which is silly, 
young sir, when 
all the big round world knows 


I'm dry as bones. 
How could I, who 
have no arms, squeeze 
anyone? How could I, who 
have no heels, sneak up 
on anyone? You 


it is who possess 
all this prowess. How I envy you, 
young Sir, yes you 
of the sleek sides, you 
of the silken vestments, you 
of the dashing, trim- 
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cut visage, you 
of the elegant tail. and 
aris- 
tocratic nose. 
You know that I, like 
you, feast 
on eggs, and wouldn't be shy 
to kiss a nice young chick. Yes, 
I'm a lady's man (as, I can see, 
are you, Sir). We 
do have a lot in common, eh, my fine 
young friend? I do enjoy 
your company very much. I admire 
you-- | 
I think we have struck up a friendship 
between us two already. 
What? Are you honestly so 
Sleepy so early in the day? How 
Silly, young sir. 
You really should 
try to. pay more attention 
when I speak to you. But I must. 
confess that, though you're a bit slick 
in appearance (fad of youth perhaps), 
you are actually the nicest young 
rat I've had occasion 
to chat with in such 
a long time in such 
a confidential way as 
this. 


Sunshine and Sparrow 


Jean Boeroeczky 
Third Year Student 
French Major 


The heat of the light 
On fresh birth'd being 


Dries the albumen 
That kept me this long 


Sheltered and protected, 
Wrapped in a dark cocoon. 


Sun's ray spread the warmth 
Stretching through my wings 


Willard Syketee. 


Outward and Upward Second Year Student 
For joy to my king. Art Major 
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Toby Could Smile 


Jim Huinink » 
First Year Student 
English Major 


Toby could smile. Yeah, believe it 
or don't he was a dog that smiled. 
As a matter of fact, 


| CROWN . 


he was smiling 


when my family went to pick him up 
at the pound. As we walked past ail 


the cages of dogs some barked and > 
But 


others whimpered, backing away. 


Toby jumped up on the screen with 


his forepaws and smiled--his lips 


pulled back from his teeth. He could) 


have gone to Hollywood with that 


face. He was a boarish brown mongrel | 


“with a white "t" on his chest. 
Fc" must stand for Toby we decided. 
He came perfectly up to my six year 
old waist, and I knew he was mine. 


As soon as we got home from the. 


pound, 


I took him for a walk on his. 


new leash to introduce him to his. 


neighbours. Toby smiled a 


greeting to people, 


prompt | 
but kept to his) 
own sniffing the air for anything of 


ro TO am 


interest. My friends told me all 
about rabies and such. They were 
jealous, maybe, but friends are. 


sometimes like that. 


That night, he slept in my room. I 
had a bad time getting to sleep, and 


twitchinc. he 


and 


as 


raocolts 


him 
cats 


I watched 
dreamed ofr 
field mice. 


He liked our house right from the. 
Start, and the next morning he found 
his own private place, on top of the. 
We soon found out. 


furnace register. 
that he had not been house trained, 
and my four brothers and sisters 


appointed me to teach him where and 


when to do his business. | 

Dad figured he was about 
months old when we got him; he grew 
a little more and so did I. He was 
the youngest in our family, but 
tough and sneaky. At least once a 
month, he would steal out the front 


ee ed 
anc 
a Set 

i 


six | 


The . 


door when we opened it up for the. 


paper girl. : 
ptreet, paying heed to no-one, 


@lways looking at the same point — 
just over the hill at the end of our | 


He would rip down the 
but | 


} 
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road. Whatever was on the other side 
of the hill, we never knew. No-one 
ever went back there. 
reason, 
for that place just above the hill. 


But for some. 
Toby always made a beeline | 


He'd be gone for at least a couple 


of hours, 
was full of good food, and sometimes 
he'd have a scratch or two from a 
fight with another dog. And whenever 
he came back, my dad would give him 
some open-handed discipline, if he 
were home. Quite often, my dad was 
gone to Cleveland of Philadelphia 
delivering lawn care products to 
stores down there. 

In winter, on those rare weekends 
that Dad was home, we used to go 


and when he returned he. 


CL ELEN A TRE LT TE SNR LES AIRE NAMI ne er tna neoaetmers 
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tobogganing with the whole family. | 


Of the seven of us, 
enjoyed himself most was the one 
who used no toboggan, Toby. He would 
race down the icy hill, chasing the 
toboggans, barking and yelping and 
nipping at hands, with his paws 
flying in every direction, until the 
toboggan stopped at the bottom. Then 
he'd turn around and tear right back 
up the hill, all the time with that 
stupid grin glued to his face. And 
after tobogganing, I would chase him 
across the cold country fields. The 
snow was crusted with ice, and he'd 
play a little game, running just 
Bheag of me, always gliding ever the 

peclhn white ice. But I wasn't light 
enough to stay on top. My feet would 
crunch through, and I would fall on 
my face. Then he'd sneak up and 
sniff my ear, but when I'd reach up 
to grab him, he'd be just out of 
reach. | 

He was alwayS running or chasing 
something with a demon in his eyes. 
I guess that's just the way dogs 
are, but I wonder about this one. My 
Sister still keeps a picture of him 
with Dad's glasses on, listening 
intently to my brother explain how 
to use a slide rule. He only had a 
passing interest in math, though; 
his favourite hobby was relaxing. He 


used to climb up my dad's desk in. 


the upstairs study and stealthily 
crawl out the open window onto the 
hot shingles of the garage roof for 


the one who. 
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long hours of sun-bathing. When 
there was no sun to be had, he would 
be found in front of my dad's 
stereo, 


The Who and Led Zeppelin were just 
too barbaric for this dog. I 
remember sneaking looks at him 
during supper hour prayer. Instead 
of stumbling around, disturbing 
everyone, he would sit beside my 
dad, perfectly poised, his eyes 
Closed. I‘ve never seen a man look 


more reverent, and I wondered, then, 
if it's true that men go to heaven 


and beasts to dust. 

Years passed; I grew taller, and 
my voice became a warbly squawk. The 
baby maple that had supported his 
leash since puppyhood grew wider and 
Stronger. Toby began to slow down. 
He slept more often and didn't run 
off nearly as much. When I was 
Fifteen we nearly lost him when he 


was caught by a dog catcher. My dad. 
Fifty dollar 


grudgingly paid the 
fine. Toby's Gate with death had 
been postponed for a few days 
because it was winter--slow season 
For dog-catching. That 
prayed my most fervent praver of 
thanks. Later, I dreamed that our 
house was being overrun by cats and 
rats and rabbits. I woke up scared 
and shivering, but there was Toby at 
the foot of my bed, 
twitching feverishly. 

Soon after that, my dad got fired, 
and he took a lower paying job. We 
had to move to the other side of 
town, 


Toby. 
My last 


Stayed home, before heading off to 
college. My dad and I took him out 
to my uncle's farm for a Sunday 
afternoon. My uncle had about twenty 


cows in the field, and as soon as we 


let Toby out of the car, he took off 
across the laneway and through the 
gate, as my uncle was opening it to 
call the cows in. Toby was soon a 
Small brown patch in the big green 


Summer field, barking and yapping, 


mellowing out to the smooth 
Strains of Beethoven and Motzart. 


night [I 


fast asleep, 


leaving behind the old house, © 
the old neighbourhood and the young 


really happy memory of 
Toby is from the last summer that I 


flinging divots of mud through the 
air as he dipped in and out between 
the cows, nipping at their heels. 
Toby kept them rounded out as they 
lumbered steadily towards the barn, 
and when one straggled a bit, he 
nipped and yapped at it, until they 
were all in the barn. He had never 
seen a cow in his life, but somehow 
he knew what to do. When the job was 

done, he trotted back through the 
gate and up to where we had been 
Standing, watching. He stopped about 
ten feet away, and that mocking grin 
eclipsed everything. I was sure that 
he was going to ask my uncle if he 
could stay. | 

That fall, TF went off to college 
to study art, and I kind of lost 
touch with Toby. When my dad called 


me on the odd weekend that he was 


home, I always asked him how the 
"old boy" was doing. My dad reported 
back first of a loss of hearing, 
then of eyesight, and when I saw 
Toby at Christmas time, he looked 
awfully old. Worst cf all, he had 
lost his grin. 

Two months later, my dad called to 
tell me that Toby was dead. He had 
run off again and came back two days 
later, very sick. The next morning 
my dad found him dead, and he buried 
him in the garden. He figured that 
Toby had eaten something bad from 
someone's garbage. 

Of course, 
few days. Besides, I was buckling 
under a pile of homework at _ the 
time. But three nights later, lying 
awake in bed, I broke down and cried 
about green fields and twitching 
iegs and reading a slide rule and. 
running across an icy field and 
Sleeping on the furnace register, 
and suddenly I wanted so much to see 
Toby one last time. For some reason 
I turned on the light; there was 
Toby at the foot of my bed. He 
looked at me, and his ears pricked 
up in recognition. No ,doubting it, 
there he was and young again. His 
eyes were clear, his fur was the 
soft brown of puppies, and his "t" 
was whiter than I ever remembered. | 

I knew what I had to do. I quickly , 


it didn't hit me for a -° 
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got up and went to the 
grabbing my easel, a canvas, and 
some brushes and paint, all the time 
keeping up a running monologue to 
him. I sat down to work, and I was 


up all night, painting like a crazed 
man, and Toby sat smiling on my bed, 


calm as you please. Hours later, I 


put my brush down, and there he was 


on my Canvas forever. 

I got up off my stool, 
him: 
last time..." 

That semester I 
courses, and dropped out. I don't 
know what to do with my life just 
yet, but my heart isn't into art 


But he was gone. 


anymore. My dad got me a job working 


in construction with the same 
company where he had just started. 
Next summmer, I'll be getting 


married, and then I'll have kids, 


and I suppose that they'll want to 
have a dog, but I'm sure he won't 
Smile. Every once in a while, but 
not too often, I take out’ the 
painting and I think about racing 


down an icy hill at breakneck speed 
behind a barrelling toboggan, or. 


tearing a path across a huge green 
field, rounding up an endless herd 
of cows. 


Some day, Toby and I are going to 


go back to the old house, and he's 


going to chase down every last one 


of those cats, rabbits and rodents. 
As I look at the painting now, I can 
see him sneaking between my dad's 
legs and out the front door, dashing 
up the street. He's looking just 
over the hill at the end of our 
road. A feeling is warming up inside 
me right now, and I nod my head. 
Yeah, someday Tob, I'm going to 
sneak out, too, and I'll come right 
behind you, and we'll run together. 
We'll just smile as we leave them 
all behind. Yeah, I'm coming with 
you this time, boy. Show me where 
you're going. Show me what's on the 
other side wr the hill. 


closet, 


telling 
"If I can just touch you one . 


failed two. 


te ee 


 |Prayer 


Ernie Langendoen 
Third Year Student | 
Religion and Theology Major 


Without prayer, the Christian 
dies. Without prayer, the Christian 
ioses his means to communicate with 
God. Without prayer, the Christian 
community loses its cohesion and 
dissolves — into self-seeking 
individuals out of touch with each 
other because they are no longer in 


contact with the One who enables 


them 


to have the strength that 
binds. 


Prayer is responding to God 


who speaks to us through His Word. 


Prayer is worship to God; therefore 
it is like a psalm or hymn, giving 
Him the praise and glory for His 
wondrous deeds; for indeed, great is 
our God and worthy of all praise. 
But prayer is also acknowledging our 
Sin -- compared to God we are 
completely unworthy and our life has 
no worth -- every day we go contrary 
to God's commands. So we ask for 


_ forgiveness, which is possible only 


through the blood of Jesus Christ 
our Saviour. We not only ask for 
forgiveness because we have broken 
trust with God, but we also ask for 
forgiveness because we have broken 
trust with our neighbour. And we 
come to God with our needs and 


petitions that through His grace we 


may live lives fully to His glory 
and honour, and the the sin, in our. 
lives and in the world, may not 
wreck havoc in living according to 
His will; for the Evil One 
continually tempts us. Therefore God 
asks us to pray, simply and humbly, 
individually and communally, so that 
His name is glorified. Let us as a 
Redeemer community not forget to 
pray, so that indeed we may have 
full fellowship with God. | 
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Bruce Trail 
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Year Student 
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Art Major 
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‘November Air 


Lloyd Rang 
First Year Student 
English Major 


Crisp November air freezes 

images to my brain. 

Ash and chestnut colours Swirl, 
like a liguid backdrop. 

Each line, each feature is clear. 
Cutting. Sharp. 3 


I watch her. 

My breath. Her breath 

iced in November air. Coldly 
needles me. Pricks me. 

Deflates me in a gust of hot words. 


A maple's witch fingers 
dig into my shoulders. 
A brittle corpse, ruins 
Spread about like a carpet. 
Frosted. | 
Guant. 
: Lifeless. 
It clings to nothing 
nothing to it 
as it brushes my shoulder, 
regarding her. 


There, detached, we regard her 

and the mist that curls from her lips. 
She, bundled and secure. ) . 
We, regarding her in bitter cold 

are numb in November's air. 


David Kelly 
Second Year Student 
Phiilcsophy Major 


The time had finally come, 
The verdict by his side, 
He bowed down to the dust 
In silent certainty; 


Then with one determined thrust, — 
The verdict was declared, : 
His head rolled to the ground 

As he flew into the air. 
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In the Asylum 


Peter Van Egmond 
Fourth Year Student 
English Major 


In the asylun, 

Chuck, the third floor Intern, 

Smiles as he walks by me, 

The keys in his pocket bulging. 

I've known Chuck for three years. 

Ever since my father went “legally insane," 

I've seen Chuck nearly every day 

(Except Sunday when Chuck doesn't work). 

Sometimes he and I go for a walk 

On the short path in the woods. | 
There we talk about my father 
And how he is improving, 

And how he can soon be set free 

If he would stop living in his worid of dreams 

Where his son hates him (like mine hates me), 
Where he lives on his own 

Free from this asylum. How long, I wonder 

Can he ignore the sound ot his door being locked 

Once he's in bed: Chuck's keys rattling on the door 
As the lock clicks into place, 

Shutting my father in with the night 

Where, if awake very early in the morning, 

He can see the lights of the town flick of 

Beyond the grass and the fence, | 

And the only sound he can hear 

Is of the trains shunting in the yard across the town. 
My father's room is the first one to see 

The morning sun and the first to see the evening star. 
My visits with my father are usually short 

As he no longer speaks, and visiting hours end 

At five. Chuck is usually there to shake my hand 

And he leads me down the hall 

Past my father's room 

In the Asylum. 


La Mort d’un Nournours en Peluche 


Elizabeth Schinkel 
Third Year Student 
French Major 


J'ai crié a ma mére : 

€t mon nounours en peluche est mort 
donc j'ai monté un escalier 

pour regarder les étoiles 

mais les étoiles n'étaient pas 1a 
ainsi, j'ai marché chez moi. 
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First Time 
Ken DeVries 
First Year Student fine." 
Blush. "Thank you." 


It is only my first time there, 
but her parents are prepared. z 
have barely begun combing my hair in 
the shadow of the maple trees at the 
end of the driveway when I notice 
the picture-window curtains falling 
back to their natural hang. I walk 
calmly to the front porch (already 
brightly illuminated), and take the 
steps individually. I know I won't 
have a chance to hear the doorbell 
(an important fixture that can also 
announce something about the 
household), since her father is 
already opening the door for me. 
"Good evening"s, handshakes, and 
formal introductions follow quickly. 
So do the standard-bred conversation 
Starters, "How are you?" and "Great 
weather, isn't it?" which receive in 
reply my predictable conversation 
Killers, "Fine" and "Yes." And then 
the whole routine repeats itself 
when her mother bustles into the 
hallway, apologizing for being busy 
in the kitchen. Yes, I can imagine 
the busyness there after she left 
her vigil behind the curtain. 

Sitting in the living-room, I am 
offered coffee but take tea. I am 
told, "She'll be down in a couple of 
Minutes," which literally translates 
to "Well, I'm here to talk to you 
for ten minutes, or however long she 
takes." Small talk helps pass the 
time, and, as expected, she comes 
down just when the conversation has 
Started to interest me. But now I 
can talk to her, and freely at that, 
if I can get rid of my inner 
jitters. 

"His 

"Hello." 

"I'm sorry I took so long, but I 
was busy...." 

"That's okay. You look just 


"Are you ready?" 

"Yes, my stuff is in the kitchen." 

"Well, your mother is in there 
now, and I'm sure that you two still 
have time for a cup of tea with us." 

As if on cue, her mother bustles 
in from the kitchen, burdened with a 
tray full ot recently-baked cookies 
and tea in fine china cups. wo 
figured you would want some cookies 
with your tea. Oh, she's down 
already. Yes. Hello dear. Take as 
Many cookies as you want." 

"Do you like them?" 

"Yes," giving her my special grin. 

"She baked them all herself." 

I look over at her, choking 
Slightly on her first cookie, and 
then grinning back at me. iGhexis 
probably news to her as well. The 
cookies really are good, and help to 
nurture the small bits of 
conversation. 

"Well, it is good talking to you, 
but we should get started. I need 
to be back home early." The door to 
the hallway closes quietly, and I 
catch the giggling of her little 
brothers. 

Joining me in the kitchen, she 
thanks me for coming over. But I am 
listening at the door, allowing 
myself the freedom of eavesdropping 
on her parents. I smile back at her 
as I hear: "Such a nice young man." 

"They do look so right together." 
"Not really a talker, but he's 
probably just nervous." "I guess 
it's his first time." 

Yes, I do like her. Her parents 
seem to have the right idea, however 
presumptuous they are. Hopefully I 
Will know how she feels by the end 
of this night. Besides, we'll be 
studying French, which they say is 
ia langue d'amour. 
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eterna 
Danielle 
Lloyd Rang 


First Year Student 
English Major 


As I lay in bed and dreaming, tears and sweat together streaming 

trapped within and near to screaming, followed by a hound of heil 
racked and ruined in my cell, tortured by the heat of hell 

heaven blushed and flashed a meaning. In the visage of Danielle. 


As I lay in bed and crying, ere my streams were stemmed or dying 
I retlected in my lying, prone to mourn and love as well. 

I remembered when she fell, remembered every heave and swell. 

I reflected on the dying. On the death of dear Danielle. 


Thn I bolted. Lost and running. Lacking purpose, lacking cunning. 

Rain was all about me drumming when I thought I heard a bell 

pounding out a pregnant knell, past the thunder, through the dell 

deep and crypt-like. Booming, stunning. Then I called aloud: "Danielle!" 


Standing by the river, waiting; mind and heart together grating 
in them both my love restating, letting out a primal yell 
Praying for the lost Danielle. Anguish in my heart did well, 
loving life and dying hating. I missed the warmth of my Danielle. 


Beside the river, waiting, jutting; alone at rest but proudly strutting, 
message plain and deeply cutting, jutting from the roof of hell 

jutting like a buried shell, the stone a lie begins to tell. 

My love it seals. The door is shutting. The earth alone now holds Danielle. 


Fireworks 


Peter Van Egmond 
Fourth Year Student 
English Major ‘ 


The air was warm despite the night 

AS we sat on the rock that faded 

Into the silent lake, while across the 

Dark water, coloured lights flashed amid noisy 
Explosions, and darkness went into hiding. 

But only for a moment, for quickly 

Darkness returned again. With a final effort 
The fireworks exploded, again, again, 

And again, the final explosion ending 

With the hiss of the dead, hot rockets hitting 
The water. Suddenly, lightning split the sky, 
Reintroducing day to night, so that 

The previous fireworks seemed puny, 

Matches in a bright summer sun. 

Drums rolled in our ears, slowly giving way 

to the hiss or 

Rain. 
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Concrete Poem 


Peter Van Egmond 
Fourth Year Student , . 
English Major | 


H 
.! 
' 
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We the 
Pp eople of 
the United § 
tates, in order to 
form a more perfe/Wh 
ct union, establ ereas Cana d 
ish justice, i fa is founced u po n 
nsure dome stic tran/ principies that r e c ogni ze 
qui,‘the Supremacy of God and the ru 
ls‘le of law: 1. The Canadian Char 


i*ter of Rights and Freedoms gu arante es 
t\the rights and freedoms set out in it su 
y;bject only to such reason able limits prescri 
,, bed by law as can be demon - Sstrably justified i 
mh a free and democratic socie ty. 2. Everyone has t 
he following fundamental freedoms: ( a) freedom of c ons 


cience and religion; (b) freedom of t hought, bel 
ef, opinion and expression, including freedom of p 
r ogress and other media of communicati on; (c) fre edom 
-provixof _peaceful assembly; and (d) freedom of as so Lae 
de the common defense, promote th —~ ~ lation. 3. for’ E 
general welfare and secure the blessi ng ve.ssof lib” 
erty to ourselves and our posterity, d o «my c “ordai 
n and establish this Constitution for t he'i. Unite 
d States of America. Section I. All legislative p 
owers herein granted shall be vested in a Congres s 
of the United States, which shall consist of a Se 
nate and House of Representatives. Section 2. T 
he House ot Representatives shall be composed o 
f members chosen every second year by the p 
eople ot the several States, and the ele 
ctors in each State shall have the q 


u alifications regu isi 
te for ele cto 


rs 0 
f ; 
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Grace Sikma 


% -s bs secant cate nae 


First Year Student 


English Major 
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Plunge 
G. irving Brown 


Draw me to you. 
into a smiling 
blue-eyed vortex | _ 2 = 
of illusive, Swirling... 
dreams? 
For My Brother 
I'll catch pen and paper 


before I tumble into you, | Lloyd Rang 

dreaming of salvation First Year Student 

as I plunge into these, English Major 

your frost-glazed waters. . 

What? hehe spect ig receipe 
I : dive? when houg of you. 

on (Rees Sear When I cracked the eggshell 

Wait. | it was the football 

Let me scribble this bottle note we would have thrown 

to be founda by me later if you’d had arms. 

after I drown. Did you? I forget. 


A footnote 
in a medical record 
Somewhere 


Pain of Glass that might have, one day, 
written with me. 
John Benjamins You and I. Brother. 
Part-time Instructor You'd have my name, 
a family. Sons 
Sometimes, arrayed in whites and yellows 
If I let myself of heredity. 
I think 
I feel like | I visited your grave yesterday, 
A pane of glass brother. The dump trucks 
Held, it seemed brought in a big load, though, 
Until so I left. 
Turning slowly 
it falis But, today I'm making an omlette 
Toward the cold stone floor and thinking of you, 
| brother. 
In slow motion ; | It wasn't mom's fault, or mine 
The corner hits first | that you were tossed in the trash 
And with an almost 7 back.in the fifties : 
Delicate squeak by some country quack. 


Chips fly off 

in all directions 

Until : 

It falls 
Flat on the cold stone floor 
And Shatters 

into a million jagged shards 
So that 

Just when you need to 

You can't see through me. 
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- walking back 


Willing 


Religion 245, 


Much Ado About Nothing 


. Tony Boer 
Fourth Year Student 


Elementary Education Program 


Well 12:40 and I 
from 


toward the study hall. 


it's pm 


the 


Started. 


who wants to know whether 
to play guitar for 
upcoming chapel (in 


on Communism In The Bible . 


pages to read. 
I'll photocopy the next 
pages and highlight the quotes 
instead of writing them out. That 
will save me time. I leave the study 


several 


hall and go to the Student Affairs 


office to photocopy the pages. I 
Should be rushing back to the study 
hall but I end up talking to Fran 


about whether marriage really makes 


One secure. 


I return to the study hall and 
find out to my dismay that I have 
‘photocopied the wrong pages. 
have to make another trip to Student. 
correct. 
pages and return to the Study hall. 


I'll 


Affairs. -I photocopy the 
Margaret Noordhof asks me if I am 

"ready yet?" "Just about. 
Don't tell me I left my book under 


the lid of the photocopier?" I make 


yet another trip to the S.A. office 


to pick up my Communism In The Bible 


and hurry back to the study hall. 


All of this running back and forth. 
so I decide to. 
remove my glasses and to "flake out". 
After a ten minute 


has made me tired, 


on the table. 
rest I wake to find that my glasses 
are nowhere to be found. Instead of 
accusing Anita Dreise of taking them 


(which is what I should have done), 


I begin to wonder whether or not I 
left them in Rev. 
office. Mrs. 


am. 
cafeteria, 
I have a lot 
Of work to do so I had better get 
On the way to the study 
hall I stop to talk to Sharon Top 
I ame 
an 
January). I 
Simply must complete my book report 
for. 
but I have too many 
I know what I'll do, 


O nol’ 


DeBolster's 
Buma informs me that I. 


have not. When I return to the study 
hall I spot my glasses right in. 
front of my book. Anita tries to. 


convince me that they were there all 
the time. I don't believe her and I 
tell her that I will get sweet 


revenge. 
I finally get down to business 


when my eyes fall on the clock. 3.00 


o'clock already? I close my books 


and binder. It's time for my Music 


103 class and I am running behind 


schedule in another one  0of 


my 
productive afternoons. 


God's Little Garden 


Jean Boeroeczky 
Third Year Student 
French Major 


I had a little garden. 
It loved to bloom and grow. 
Till one day o'er my garden 
Tne man did concrete flow. 


He said it would be easier 
Flat concrete to attend, 
For picking weed and flower 
Make back and finger bend. 


So now my little garden 

Does concrete garment wear, 
No more to inconvenience | 
The man whose scar she Peare: 


But sometimes from my garden 
I hear her call to me: : 
*“Come dig-my soil is waiting, 
It yearns for liberty.* 
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__A. Starling in Another’s Nest. 


Jean Boeroeczky 
Third Year Student 
French Major 


A. Starling in another's nest 

Plucked out of here, plunked over there 
Bouncing ball, sojourning ever, 

Life's precious time as foreign guest. 


Hardly a moment for wager, 

Grasping what you can while you may: 
Life, more for pain than for pleasure, 
Won't share of its good with strangers. 


Ne'er a moment for retlection 
Mouth yawning too large or too small, 
Adopted, but not by the heart, 
Acceptance, a mere profession. 


Till one day the Lord hap'd along- 
Heard on the wind a mournful song: 
His own, bleating from cliffs forlorn 
His own, lost in another's nest. 


“Come to your own, come to my own 
A city that's set on a hill. | | 
Come gleaming with light, where brecds through the night, 


Shelter in the love or my wings. 


Sonnet 


Peter Van Egmond 
Third Year Student 
English Major 


The clouds scud by across the morning skies _ 
And snow comes down in. large and silent flakes 
Onto the grave in which the body lies. | 
The tomb marked by a cross ot wooden stakes. 
A boy stands by the grave, quiet and still, 
The tears long ago having stopped their flow. 
His cold-reddened eyes stare at the small hill, 
Before deciding it is time to go. 

He turns and leaves behind the yard of tombs 
Knowing that he may not ever return, 

Although the image of the grave still looms 
Within his mind; and yet he does not turn. 

The grave remains and is covered in snow, 

The death not breaking the seasonal flow. 
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Life-Story? 
Johannes de Silentio 


Through the pillars of Hercules 
and into Knowledge each day 
I travel - an odyssey 
converging into Truth? 


The panorama of infinity assaults 
my finite being - and I reel 
from the blow, always 
managing to recover my 
distorted eyeglass and 
; preparing for the next | 
Blow. | : 


A jest of God? Famous Last Words? 


Crying out to the peripheral shadows 
- no solid substance to grasp. 


Abaddon rises from the deep - my Heart of Darkness? 


NO, THERE IS NO PANACEA. | 
the words engraved on my mind, 
my heart, my soul, my strength. 


The lifeline is thrown from security - it consists 
of platitudes (O sancta simplicitas! ) - 
they burn my skin and I escape them 
not a moment too soon. 


They are persistent in their questions - so I 
step to security confident that "talking much 
about oneself can also be a means to conceal 


A om 
mAnmocncgtF fn 
ear! ed Sea dee? er ee dhe & 


My harsh cries or derision echo throughout their land 
sending the self-serving hypocrites scurrying 
to their holes - tails between legs. 


Broken platitudes crash to the floor, 
turn fish-belly white, and fade away. 


Echoes ~ now of my own harsh breathing; ! 
the poison or Abaddon doing its' hideous but glorious 
work. | 


Soon reduced to a bundle of contractions 
my essence quivers with the hope of Hell 
for there is no other recourse that offers 
the intoxicating vision. 


Alone and drifting - the cold wind wrapping | 
| its hollow comfort around me - I encounter Emptiness. 
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The forbidden fruit, once a distant memory n° 
rises within me. At first it can find no 
foothold. My memory betrays me and once 

again I am set in motion. This time 
indifference spelis the end of the torment 
and glory. I do not care to fight and, 

as a result, I am caught up in the swelling 
waters of my discontent. 


A period of three weeks and seven days of re-creation. 
The forbidden fruit - you ask? | 


Once He stakes His claim, nothing can shake it -_ 
you can cross the Styx, fall into the Abyss, 
and meet the Lord of the Flies face to 
face - (a mirror image?) 
But He will never let go. 


The forbidden fruit of my rebellion, the weakness 
that fatally ruined my revolution was | 


His grace. 
(A sense of resentment still exists) 


Passing through the pillars of Hercules and into 
Knowledge each day can be disorienting and it 
will certainly be an 
Odyssey. 


Infinity will assault me and I must 
destroy the pride that resides in me 
- the pride of going it on my own - 
Or I am lost. 


(Maybe it will be an endless cycle) 


A Sparrow’s Song. 


Jean Boeroeczky 


It doesn't seem so long ago, Thi udent 
The Creator called me from my sleep: = ose 
 "Slumbering little one, 
Your time to awaken is here." The darkness seemed so deep-- 
| How could I find my way? 
His seemed too gentle a call | Perhaps if I tap 
To stir one so deep in her sleep, He'll hear me and then-- 
Yet his love was drawing me out... 
Break through that wall The light filled my shell-- 
To his love--to his love! So tiny a ray 


Yet my heart flings its joy 
To the break in the shell. 


In my being 

His voice resounds 

As in a tomb: 
"Sleeper, Come Forth.” 
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Spectacles 


The town fair comes just once a year, 
Before the end of summer's near. 

The clowns come out the week before 

To announce the fair and sights galore. 


And soon the whole town wants to go Peter Van Egmond 
To see Carnival spectacles 7 Fourth Year Student 


And the one man show. English Major 


But then a preacher came one day 
And on the streets was heard to say 
That the fair is wholly evil 
And puts our souls in upheaval. 
His words cause the mayor to frown, 
And adjusting his spectacles 

Says this guy's a clown 


The preacher says, "I do perceive 
That the fair is made to deceive. 
Don't enter in this devil's game, 
Don't bring your souls into this shame: 
To stare at freaks whose souls are lost. 
You must leave these spectacles, 

Or suffer the cost." 


That year we were all at the fair 

Trying to find the evil there 

But all we saw were many freaks 

And two strong men with large pnysiques. 

And we all agreed with the nun, 

"Nothing wrong with these spectacles, 
And did I have fun!" 


The Red City 
Willard Dykstra 
Second Year Student _ 
Art Major 


